SCENE    IV

"MY  SERPENT  OF  OLD  NILE"

How, being in Eplrus during a Greek retreat, I be-
held the battle of Actium

ON August the 28th, 1897,1 was with the Greek
army guarding the mountain pass that leads
from the Greek town of Arta in Epirus to
Janina, the chief town of Southern Albania, then
still in Turkish possession.   The Greeks wore their
heavy blue overcoats, though the spring was hot,
and small outposts had been set along the summit
of a steep mountain ridge, which I helped them to
fortify with loose rocks against the bullets that whined
incessantly over our heads.   Peering over the edge
I could watch scattered bodies of Turks in their
brown uniforms and Albanians in their little white
caps approaching over a broad valley on the other
side, and crowding into the shelter of dead ground
at the foot of our rocky cliff.   The Turks had two
mountain guns which shelled the top of the ridge,
and the Greeks brought up two similar guns, but
the shells from either side seldom burst, and the
rifles, firing black, smoky powder, were the only
weapons that told.   By their persistence and regu-
larity of line the Albanians were evidently the best
troops on the Turkish side.   At intervals the firing
was heavy, and a good many of our Evzone Greeks
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